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que je fais mon devoir envers le bon Dieu" I
concluded.
I do not remember how I was punished for that
offence, but the retribution earned by another of
my misdemeanours still rests in my memory. We
were served at school with an innocent beverage
that was known as VAbondance (wine diluted with
water), and another girl and myself conceived the
notion that it would be very amusing to flavour it
with a liberal addition of salt. To do this we had
to plan out how to get to the refectory when it was
empty, and the long tables laid for our lunch. We
managed this with some difficulty, and when we
were all seated for our meal, the fun began* Some
spluttered, some choked, some swallowed quickly
and felt sick* The nun, seeing this extraordinary
behaviour, walked round the tables enquiring what
was the matter. Hearing bitter complaints about
I'Abondance she tasted it, and her expression clearly
revealed what her feelings were ! Who did it ? No
one volunteered any information. Very well, then,
the whole class would be punished At this
ultimatum, our consciences pricked us; we both stood
up, admitting our crime. Our punishment was to
consume a big spoonful of salt. Unpleasant, but harm-
less ! We realised then the sufferings of our victims,
During school holidays in the summer, I used to
be sent with Nana to Viareggio, the fashionable
seaside resort near Pisa; it is world-renowned for
its sands, and pine forest. My father used to come
and see me during week-ends. It was here that I
had whooping-cough, and happily for me, a little
friend of mine, Corradino, the son of the Marchese
d'Aieta, had it at the same time; so we whooped